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in the early day, looking after buffalo and red-
skins. One or other he seems to have found.
Bill the driver pulls at his reins, doubtful whether
he ought to go out; but on second thoughts,
with an ugly twist of the jaw and resolute scowl
on his brow, he whips his team into a rage, and
plunges out with them upon the hot and arid
plains.

Half a mile from the station, we come upon
a dying horse, which the driver says had be-
longed to one of those soldiers who had gone
before us. The beast is ripped through the belly;
but whether he has been gored by a buffalo horn
or slit open with a knife, we cannot decide as
we roll swiftly by. Saddle and trapping have
been taken away; but there is nothing to tell
by whom, or for what end.

With fingers laced on our revolvers, we keep
a keen eye upon objects, both far and near. At
Chalk Bluff* we find Kelly and Walden, the two
stockmen, horribly scared. Kelly, an Irish lad,
makes a wry face and a joke about the dirty
vermin, who have just been here; but Walden,
a Yankee, who has been through the war, is
painfully white and grave. They believe these
Cheyennes mean mischief. We give the brave